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Young Lust 


We'd been watching one another for weeks, circling and stepping up like caged dogs. There'd been illicit touches 


and stolen kisses and the oh-so-delicious promise of things to come. 


He's beautiful. All wide eyes and feathered hair and a look about him that says that he's far filthier than he's 
letting on. And he's managed to break out of that little pet role that Mustaine had given him, becoming 
empowered along the way. All of the confidence he exudes has gone straight to my cock, making me want him 


even more. 
And | know that he wants me. 


He's shown me with touches and whispers and those nipping-kisses that he gives, the ones that leave blood and 
bruises in their wake. 


Darkness surrounds us and music thunders from the stage as | stalk him. He hands off his bass to someone 
and swings a left. He knows what he's doing. | can see his hips swinging in the shadows and his sweaty hair 
bounces around his shoulders. | know that he knows that I'm behind him. 


The darkness deepens and | find us lost in the maze of the venue. The outlines of stacked road cases can just 


be made out and, as he comes to a halt, | reach for his narrow waist. 
"Got you," | whisper. 


He turns and leans into my touch, his cat-got-the-cream grin visible in the darkness. The air around us is 


thick with the scent of our sexuality. Not that I'm complaining, and | doubt that David is either. 


He presses himself closer, his hands raking at my hair as he gives me a hot, stinging kiss. My body reacts and 
| clutch him close as | push my Tongue into his mouth. David hisses and his hands claw at my hair. There's 
blood on the tip of my tongue and | happily lap it up, hoping that there's more where that came. 


For a few minutes we battle it out for dominance before | push him away. He looks at me with those large 
eyes and, in the darkness, | can see just see that they're glazed with lust. His tight pants appear tighter than 
before and | watch as he drops a hand to his groin 


"Pants down, David," | hiss. 


He does as | ask, albeit teasingly slow. Once they're around his ankles, he kicks them away, turns, and bends his 
oh-so-lithe body over one of the road cases. Even in the shadows it's a sight to behold and I'm hoping that, 
later on, | can see it in all its glory in a brightly lit hotel room. A hotel room where we'll use each other six 


ways to Su nday. 


| rip my jeans down and waste no time in wrapping a hand around his hips and the other around the base of 
my cock. David gives no resistance as | begin to push myself in. The only sound he makes is a soft hiss as he 


lifts his hips to accept my erection. 


The sex is rough and quick, his warm, tight ass drawing me in ever deeper. The road case protests beneath us, 
its wheels squeaking against the tiled floor. David struggled to keep his balance and | lean my weight against 
him, holding him down. He chuckles and lifts his head to glance over his shoulder. 


"Fuck, yeah, Frank. Fuck me hard." 
"I'm gonna," | hiss. "Don't you worry about that." 


He gives me that grin and | lean in to kiss those devilish lips. Oh, if only people knew how innocent-looking David 
Ellefson was a slut who dropped his pants. They'd have heart failure and declare that, no, such a sweet looking 
person didn't spread out for just anyone. He probably doesn't spread for just anyone but he has for me and 
that's what's important. 


| push his shirt up as | roughly thrust into him and sink my teeth into the flesh around his ribs. He gives 
another hiss and his body tightens, his back dipping beautifully for me. Our breathing becomes heavier and the 


quiet moans we were making become a little louder. All of it is drowned out by the sound of them music that 


continues to thunder from the PA. 


With a final guttural grunt, my body releases. My fingers scratch his hips raw as | blow my load deep inside 
of him. All the while | struggle to keep myself upright, my knees buckling from the pleasure that overloads me. 


It takes me a few moments before | pull away and give his plump little ass a kiss. David's still bent over and 
taking deep shuddering breaths. When he finally pulls himself to his feet | can see his come glistening against 
the chipped black wood of the road case. He looks at it before glancing at me with the grin that does wicked 
things to me. 


He pulls his jeans back up and lets them rest around his hips, not bothering with the zipper. | don't move when 
he steps up to me. | grab him when he kisses me. | hiss when he pushes his tongue into my mouth. 


l'm a weak mess of emotions when David pulls away. He knots his fingers in my hair and looks at me with eyes 


that tell me more than he'll ever say. Walk through this life with me. 


"You know the room number," he says just loud enough for me to hear. "Dave'll never come back tonight. He's 
got a mount in every city so he probably won't be staying with me for the rest of the tour." His wicked grin 


has been replaced with a sweet, almost angelic smile. "Come and stay with me instead?" 


Gladly, David. Motherfuckin’ gladly, 


